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USE THE KORONA CAMERAS | 
°F the only house in the 


United States making all the - 
parts that go into a camera Seat. 
OUR LENSES ARE FAMOUS — 
.' PRICES LOW— , 
ie i A CATALOOUE FoR THE ASKING 
GUNDLACH OPTICAL CO. 
76 So. Clinton St. + Rochester, N.Y. 











by Irvinc Browns : being a rythmic rec- 
ord of various thoughts, fancies, and ad- 
ventures while a-collecting ; & a recount- 
ing of sundry hair-breadth ’scapes in 
the imminent deadly auction room. The 
work comprises fifty-eight poems—of no 
interest to people who buy books merely 
to read. § The edition consists of Eight 
Hundred and Fifty copies on “ What- 
man,” hand illumined. Price, Five Dol- 
lars each. Twenty-four copies on Japan 
Vellum, Ten Dollars each. ¢ The Roy- 


crofters have taken much quiet joy in 


doing these Ballads into a Book,—the 
text being so different, and the author 
everywhere beloved by all who hate a pa- 
per-knife. Address, THE ROYCROFTERS, 
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Most ¥ 
Attractive 


Route between Buffalo, 
New York or Philadel- 
phia is via the 
LEHIGH 
VALLEY 
RAILROAD 


. es 


ROUTE OF THE 
BLACK DIAMOND EXPRESS 


Through solid vestibule trains with- 
out change. Dining Cars a la carte. 
Trains lighted by Pintsch gas and 
heated by steam. For further infor- 
mation regarding time of trains, etc., 
inquire of Ticket Agents, or address 
CHAS. S. LEE, Gen, Pass. Agt., 
New York. 


A. A. HEARD, West’n Pass. Agt., 
Buffalo, NK. Y. 
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Writes Every Letter in Sight of Operator. 


Does most of the work in writing AUTOMATICALLY, 
and yields in the time thus saved additional work. It 
acts as if it studied the convenience of the operator 
at every turn, and thereby lightens his labor and 
renders him capable of doing more. It has a knack 
of keeping well, and is always ready at critical or 
other times. These are some of the reasons why it is 
so different from other machines. Free catalogue ' 
tells all. i 
COLUMBIA TYPEWRITER MFG. CO., 
37-43 W. 116th St., New York City. 
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Vol. No. 3. Series of 1897 








Little Journeys to the Homes of 
Famous Women 


CONTENTS 
Elizabeth Barrett Browning Madame Guyon 
Harriet Martineau Charlotte Bronte 
Christina Rossetti Rosa Bonheur 
Madame de Stael Elizabeth Fry 
Mary Lamb Jane Austen 
Empress Josephine Mary Wolstonecraft Shelley 
Each number contains a portrait as frontis- 
piece. Dekel-edge paper, gilt top, - $1.75 


The charm of Mr. Hubbard’s style, one-third narra- 
tive, two-thirds whimsical philosophy and character 
study—nowhere blank biography or guide-book de- 
scription—is as manifest in this as in his ** Journeys 
to the Homes of Good Men and Great.”’ In truth, he 
is freer, lighter in touch, more gracious in humor in 
this than in the preceding volumes. The LITTLE 
JouRNEYs, unpretentious as they are, are literature, 
and will live and quicken the minds of readers when 
the biographies are dust.— Yournal of Education. 
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Vol. No. 4. Series of 1898 








Little pes to the Homes of 


American Statesmen 
CONTENTS 

George Washington Benjamin Franklin 

Alexander Hamiiton Samuel Adams 

John Hancock John Quincy Adams 

Thomas Jefferson Daniel Webster 

Henry Clay John Jay 

Wm. H. Seward Abraham Lincoin 


The book contains thirty-eight illustrations on 
Japan vellum. Dekel-edge paper, gilt top, $1.75 


These charming little sketches are full of historic fact 
and modern comment. . . . Mr. Hubbard succeeds 
admirably in capturing the immediate interest of his 
readers . . . the bright, chatty style by which the 
most casual reader finds himself at once won to ac- 
company the writer, deserves all its dainty physical 
embodiment.— 7he Christian Register. 


In Mr. Hubbard’s LitrLe JouRNEys we find some- 
thing especially fitted to the wants of every school- 
teacher. The work is so bright and good-natured, and 
puts so much in small space, that it is just the thing 
for the school-room. If you have not read LiTTLE 
JOURNEYs you have dropped something out of your 
life.-- 7he Western Teacher. 








Little Journeys to the Homes of 
Eminent Painters 


By Elbert Hubbard. Series of 1899 comprises 


Michael Angelo Rembrandt 

Rubens Meissonier 

Titian Anthony Van Dyck 
Portuny Ary Scheffer 

Jean Francois Millet Joshua Reynolds 
Landseer Gustave Dore 


Each number contains a portrait. The price of 
the series of twelve monthly numbers is $1.00, 
and for single copies, 10 cents. 


Little Journeys to the Homes of 
Famous Women 16°, With portraits. 
Good Men and Great } 2Vols. . . $3.50 


American Authors } 16°. With portraits. 


American Statesmen {2 Vols. . . $3.50 
Or4 Vols.inabox ..... . $7.00 
Also sold separately,each . . . $1.75 


G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS, 
NEW YORK & LONDON 










































The following Roycroftt Books 


re out of prin 
ORIGINAL 


PRICE 
1—The Song of Songs, - . $ 2.00 
2— The Book of Ecclesiastes, - 2.00 
3—Art and Life, by Vernon Lee, 5.00 
4—The Legacy, by Elbert Hubbard, 3.00 
5—Ruskin-Turner, . - - - 5.00 
f 6—Upland Pastures, by Adeline Knapp, 2.00 
. 7—Love Ballads of the 16th Century, 2.00 
40 copies hand illumined, - 5.00 
8—In the Track of the Book-Worm, by 
Irving Browne, - - - 2.00 
24 copies on Whatman,hand illum’d, 10.00 
9—The Book of Job, - . + - 5.00 


No.’s 1 to 40 specially illumined, 10.00 
10o—Sesame & Lilies, by John Ruskin, 5.00 
No.’s 1 to 40 specially illumined, _ 10.00 


11—The Deserted Village, by Goldsmith, 5.00 
Nine copies specially illumined, _10.00 





12—Hand and Brain: a symposium of 


N Essays, - - - - - 2.00 
13—As It Seems to Me, Elbert Hubbard, 2.50 
Forty copies on Whatman, - 10.00 


14--A Dream of John Ball, Wm. Morris, 2.00 














i 
LITTLE JOURNEYS 
TO HOMES OF GOOD MEN & GREAT. 
Twelve photogravure portraits, Three 
Hundred and Twenty-five pages, $1.75 
ii 
TO THE HOMES OF FAMOUS WOMEN. 
Fourteen portraits on Japan Vellum, $1.75 
A few copies of the Roycroft de luxe 
edition, $10.00 
iii 
TO HOMES OF AMERICAN STATESMEN 
Thirty-eight illustrations on Japan Vel- 
lum, $1.75 
iv 
FORBES OF HARVARD 
Cloth, Three Hundred & Fifty pages, $1.25 


Vv 
NO ENEMY BUT HIMSELF 


A story of Tramp Life, illustrated ; 
Three Hundred pages, $1.50 


THE ROYCROFT SHOP 
East Aurora, 
N. Y. 





















THE PHILISTINE 


AT SHAKESPEARE’S GRAVE. 
(Ignatius Donnelly Log.) 
BISMISS your apprehension, pseudo 


; bard, 
| Forno one wishes to disturb these 
stones, 
Nor cares if here or in the outer yard 
They stow your impudent, deceitful bones. 
Your foolish-colored bust upon the wall, 
With its preposterous expanse of brow, 


Shall rival Humpty Dumpty’s famous fall, 
And cheats no cultured Boston people now. 


Steal deer, hold horses, act your third-rate parts, 
Hoard money, booze, neglect Anne Hath- 
away,— : 
You can’t deceive us with your stolen arts ; 
Like many a worthier dog, you've had your 
day. 


I have expresst your history in a cyfer, 
I’ve done your sum for all ensuing time, 
I don’t know what you longer wish to lie for 
Beneath these stones or in your doggerel 
rhyme. 
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Get up and dust, or plunge into the river, 
Or walk the chancel with a ghostly squeak, 
You were an ignorant and evil liver, 
Who could not spell, nor write, nor read 
much Greek. 


Tho you enslaved the ages by your spell, 

And Fame has blown no reputation louder, 
Your cake is dough, for I by sifting well 

Have quite reduced your dust to Bacon- 


powder. 
—lIrving Browne. 


Heart to Heart Talks with Grown-Ups 
by the Pastor of His Flock&® & & 


LONEL REEDY, he of the St. Louis 
| « Mirror,” is making mighty dole these 
|days about Christian Science, which 
he writes down with a screechy, ® 
scratchy pen as neither Christian nor Scientific. 
Then the doughty Colonel goes into action and 
waxes learned as to Spirit, Matter and Mind. 
He tells all about each and declares, (1) ‘‘ Mind 
never existed apart from matter,” (2) ‘“‘ Noreal 
disease was ever cured by mind,” (3) ‘“ Mind 
cannot affect matter,” (4) ‘‘ Any one cured by 
mind alone was never sick.” 

The world should feel very grateful to Colonel 
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Reedy, for in the course of his disquisitions he 
tells just what Mind really is, and also explains 
the quality and karacter of Matter. 

® There used to be a Baptist preacher in East 
Aurora who got very warm under his celluloid 
collar about these things. This preacher knew 
all about everything. I take pride in the fact 
that such a learned man once dwelt in this vil- 
lage ; altho I’m rather glad he has gone, for he 
used to make it hot for me whenever we met at 
the Grocery RO 

This preacher used to pound the pulpit violently 
when talking about Christian Science, and he 
used to talk about Christian Science most every 
Sunday @ He once had a boil on his er— his 
back, and he dared any one in town to cure it 
by Faith. He used every argument against 
Faith Cure, Mental Healing and Christian Sci- 
ence that Colonel Reedy does, only better. He 
declared that people who believed in Mind Cure 
were either fools or knaves, or both, and should 
be put down by law. 

In truth, Reedy’s editorials in the ‘“‘ Mirror’ are 
so much like this preacher’s sermons that I 
would be sure the East Aurora preacher was 
now on the “ Mirror” editorial staff, were it not 
for the fact that this preacher is now a Christian 
Scientist ——>~» 
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He laid down his Mauser and went over to the 
enemy shortly after he left here. 

@ And now I believe I would refute Colonel 
Reedy’s argument if I were not sure that he is 
about to sign a procotol. The lady doth protest 
too much. Paul going down to Damascus to 
persecute Christians & coming back one, is the 
true type of the man who grows red in the face 
over something he doesn’t know much about. 
* In six months Reedy probably will be using 
the letters C. S. D. after his name. 

Yet I cannot refrain from briefly answering 
count No. 3 in the Reedy creed, ‘“* Mind cannot 
affect matter.’’ I'll answer it by telling one of 
those things you call a Parable, which, in this 
instance, by the way, is a true tale: 

A Young Man from Buffalo, N. Y., joined his 
Regiment and went to Key West. The Young 
Man at home was clerk at the Button Counter; 
and he was also addicted to the Beecham Hab- 
it, brought about thru his Sedentary Occupa- 
tion. At Key West he was ordered aboard the 
** Gussie’ to take part in an attempt to land on 
Cuban Soil @ In the haste of embarking, the 
Medical Stores were accidentally left behind, 
and as a result the Young Man found himself 
in a Bad Way => 

After the attempt was made to land, however, 
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and the small boats had got safely back to the 
steamer, altho no one was hurt, it was found 
that so far as the Young Man from the Button 
Counter was concerned, there really was no use 
for the Beecham product after all! 
. 
ey OLONEL REEDY shrilly clamors for 
me a law that will make it a penal offense 
| for any one who has n’t a degree from 
| a Medical College to attempt to curea 
sick man. So far no one has recently clamored 
for a law suppressing all men who write for 
public instruction, who are not college gradu- 
ates. But there is a sentiment in favor of just 
such an enactment—one that would effectually 
put the snuffers to William Marion Reedy. I 
am opposed to such a law; but a censorship 
providing that the minds of men shall not be 
poisoned is quite as reasonable as one that de- 
mands you shall be cured only according to 
orthodox methods. The logic is the same. 
Colonel Reedy’s attitude on this question re- 
veals the old truth that reformers are only 
maskt tyrants. In the name of liberty Colonel 
Reedy has cried for the privilege of expressing 
his own thought in his own way. How does he 
now exercise this privilege? By demanding a 
law to regulate the lives of people who happen 
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to disagree with him as to the Great Science of 
Guess- Work ! Colonel Reedy has been clubbed 
a few times on the street for saying things other 
people did not like; he has suffered tuppence 
worth of martyrdom for the right of free speech ; 
and now that a bit of power and prosperity has 
come his way, he would use this power to cre- 
ate a tyranny far more severe than he has ever 
known, but like unto that which his grandfather 
suffered. Thus does mankind move in circles. 
It is the old, old story—old as the history of 
man. The persecuted turn persecutor. The vil- 
lainies you have taught me I will execute! It 
shall go hard but I will better the instruction. 
Beware of these men sprung from an opprest 
race who come in the name of Freedom with 
rules to regulate the lives of others! In their 
train are fetters and fagots. 

When Colonel Reedy turns Christian Scientist 
we shall find him crying for a law suppressing 
all doctors but those who are disciples of Mary 
Baker G. Eddy; and another demand will be 
that “Science and Health” shall be used as a 
text book in all public schools. Why not? That 
which is orthodox is only a question of time & 
place! @® 

Colonel Reedy should know that this country 
is now curst with too much law, and that the 
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little men who refuse to trust the intelligence 
of the people are the ones who obstruct the 
light ¢#¢ Who is this man who is so wise in his 
own conceit that he would contrive to make it 
an offense against the State for me to treat my 
sore thumb in my own way? Is he wiser than 
I?—Who says so? The majority, he says, for 
the majority make the laws, but wisdom ever 
has been with the minority, and he knows it. 
If doctors always cured their patients, I too, 
would clamor for a law ordering policemen to 
search out the sick and take them willy nilly 
to the nearest Saw-bones who could muster a 
sheep-skin. But alas! one of the duties of all 
fysicians is to fill out death certificates, & some 
are so rusht that they have to employ a clerk. 
This is not a new subject: I find something 
concerning it in a very Old Book that I will 
quote for the benefit of Col. Reedy, Dr. Lyman 
Abbott and those other o’er-zealous folks who 
feel themselves competent to regulate the pri- 
vate lives of their neighbors. Here is the quo- 
tation: 

‘* And now I say unto you, Refrain from these 
people, and let then alone; for if this counsel or 
this work be of men, it will be overthrown ; 
but if it be of God, you will not be able to over- 
throw them, lest haply ye be found fighting 


against God.” 
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Lao-tze once wrote, ‘‘ Reason always practices 
non-assertion, & there is nothing that remains 
undone. If princes and kings could keep Rea- 
son, the ten thousand things would of them- 
selves be reformed.” 

The man who endeavors to establish police 
surveillance over me, to see that I take certain 
medicine, not giving me the privilege of taking 
none if I so elect, will, if he takes the whim, 
also prescribe the books I shall read—my relig- 
ion and politics # The principle is exactly the 
same—it is the itching desire of the demagog 
to regulate the life of the other fellow—to med- 
dle in other folks’ business. And with it all goes 
the astounding assumption that “I am right & 
you are wrong.” ’T is pitiful to think that the 
race has struggled thus far toward liberty and 
light only to have men who pose as liberals 
strive to push us back into the darkness of the 
Seventeenth Century. 

I make no argument for any particular plan of 
“Healing ”’; I only plead for the privilege of 
living my own life. Reedy replies, “‘ Oh, no, you 
are not competent to do that @ I ’ll have the 
Democratic Legislature at Jefferson City look 
after this. You really do not know what is best 
and what not—I do! @ I’ve decided Medicine 
should be a monopoly, and hereafter if you are 
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sick, or think you are, I ll cram Doctor Jingle’s 
pellets down your guzzle with the butt end of a 
policeman’s billy.” 
Have an eye on Reedy of St. Louis if the wind 
veers east, and when the merry bag-pipe plays, 
avoid him. 
* 

JULIA G., Omaha, Neb.—Yes, you 
| are right in supposing that East Au- 
| rora is now the chief literary centre of 

maa the effete & dreamy East—one might 
say of America. Formerly Boston was the hub, 
but when Hamlin Whidden moved to New York 
he took the zone with him. Now the artistic & 
literary sun rises in East Aurora. 
@ You ask what other publications besides the 
PHILISTINE are issued here, and so I will 
explain that there is only one other—“ The 
Erie County Clarion.” @ It is edited by Josh 
Hoshkins, a son of Old Mister & Misses Hosh- 
kins. The “Clarion ” is not all printed here tho, 
one side of it being done into print by the Kel- 
logg Newspaper Union of Chicago, and Josh 
he sets up the other. The “‘ Clarion”’ has a cir- 
culation six hundred times as great in East 
Aurora as the PHILISTINE. The “ Clarion” 
has six hundred subscribers in the township 
while the PHILISTINE has six—we did have 


73 






THE PHIL 


ISTINE 





THI 


i 


PHIL 
STINE 


seven, but one of 'em canceled last week—can- 
celed explosively when I met her in the Gro- 
cery. She did not like a certain reference I made 
to the Baptist preacher, so she canceled vio- 
lently, as stated. I think, however, the PHILIS- 
TINE in future will pay more attention to local 
issues, to building up the town and all that, so 
we will have more home subscribers—or less. 
@ Thinking you would like to see a copy of the 
“Clarion,” I have sent you my copy of this 
week’s issue, and I will borrow Ali Baba’s. Ali 
Baba is our hired man. That is not his Chris- 
tian name—it is just a name Mr. Denslow gave 
him, only Denslow called him ‘ Ali Baba, or 
the Forty Thieves,” because the old man had 
a penchant for getting into Den’s tobacco jar. 
Baba sleeps in the Shop to bring us good luck, 
for he is a Mascot @ One night Den went over 
about ten o’clock to get a brush he had forgot- 
ten, and found Ali Baba with his feet on top of 
a roll-top desk, pulling vigorously on Den’'s 
best Meershum—the one presented to him by 
the East Aurora Woman's Club, after he had 
given his lecture before them on “Art as I 
Have Found It.” The air was so full of smoke 
that Den could not see Baba very clearly, but 
he felt for him and snatching him out of that 
chair, gave him a couple of kicks in the over- 
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alls @ For some days after that I noticed there 
was a coldness between them; and Ali Baba 
told Uncle Billy Bushnell that he could chew 
brown paper & spit a better picture than Dens- 
low could paint in a month. It was a week be- 
fore I got Den and the Baba to sign a procotol. 
A half hour ago I saw the Baba rushing the 
Growler over in the direction of my Cider Bar- 
rel for their joint use & benefit, (as the lawyers 
say), so I think the Peace Commission has 
been in executive session. 

I hope you will like the “Clarion.” I am doing 
all I can for Josh—for we should all be nay- 
borly. If you wish to subscribe, Josh will allow 
you what is right for cord wood; and as you 
will see from his announcement, he allows r15c. 
per lb. for Plymouth Rock Cockerels, in way of 
trade for subscriptions or printing. 

Perhaps you would like to know something of 
our Woman's Club; if so, I'l) tell you about it 
in the next PHILISTINE @& Mrs. Grubbins is 
President, and when she has on her Other black 
dress and talks of the rise and fall of the Irish 
Empire, we are all very proud of her. 

Any further facts you would like about the lit- 
erary & artistic side of East Aurora will be 
cheerfully given. 
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E HAVE been building a small addi- 
, tion to the Roycroft Shop, and old Cy 
| Gifford mixt the mortar for Uncle Billy 
* Bushnell, who layed the stone. They 
were working directly under the window where 
my desk stands, and one afternoon when the 
sash was run up for a little fresh air I heard my 
good neighbors in a warm argument. 

‘“‘ B’ gosh, he’s surely off his ca-base! ” I heard 
Old Cy declare with emfasis. 

“ The which?” askt Uncle Billy. 

“ He’s off,” replied Cy. 

“Oh, go ‘long with you,” poohed Uncle Billy— 
“fetch that mort!” 

“Well, Zac thinks he’s nutty and Jed is sure 
of it!” 

“I don’t care what Zac thinks or what Jed says, 
he haint no more daft than I be,” explained 
Uncle Billy. 

» “ Well, Jed read the one called the Asiatic 
Number out loud to Burzette’s Grocery, and 
I’ll be goll-darned if any buddy in the hull 
store could see any sense to it.”’ 

“Oh, you mean the European Number. The 
Boss writ that overin Ireland or sumwhere, an’ 
me an’ you can’t be expected to know all about 
them countries!” 

* But Bill Edwards is English an’ he could n’t 
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see any sense in it either,” persisted old Cy. 
And then I heard the grim fact stated that there 
were only six subscribers to the PHILISTINE 
in East Aurora ; and when it was told that both 
the Baptist preacher and Father Welch had 
cautioned their flocks on my account, I softly 
closed the sash & finisht the essay I was writ- 
ing on The Value of Contemporary Criticism 
in the Evolution of Esthetics. 
5 
ONG my good friends I count a 

Methodist Minister at Buffalo # This 

man takes the PHILISTINE & reads 

it religiously. 
Not long ago I met him & he said, “‘ You know, 
of course, that I do not agree with you on ev- 
ery point!” 
* Certainly,” I answered. 
“ But I read all you write,”’ he continued, ‘ be- 
cause it acts on me as a mental and spiritual 
cocktail.” . 
I congratulated him on his taste in stimulants. 
® Not long after 1 heard him preach. After the 
sermon, with various other worthy brethren & 
sisters, I went forward and thanked him for the 
Effort @ “‘ You know,” said I, “‘that I do not 
agree with you on all points?” 
* Certainly !’’ he answered. 
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‘* But I like to hear you preach, for it acts on 
me as a sedative!” I continued. 

@ He smiled, we grasped hands, and were as 
brothers. 

This particular preacher soothes and rests me; 
others stimulate me, and some there be who 
irritate my soul & bring many wicked thoughts 
to the surface. So true is the latter clause that 
I hesitate long before going to church to heara 
preacher I do not know, for I am aware that to 
run the risk of having all spirituality joshed 
out of one, is not wise. 

Under right conditions church-going is to be 
commended ¢ You must be very careful, how- 
ever, and either visit the church during week- 
days or at such other hours when the preacher 
is not there, or else attend only such houses of 
Worship where the clergyman is warranted 
dekel-edge and free from wood filler. 
Intellectual sermons and appeals to logic, Iam 
inclined to think, do little good. As for myself, 
I feel I would now be a better man had I never 
heard a single sermon in all my forty hard win- 
ters. The preachers who have rubbed me the 
wrong way of the fur, are the men, who, at the 
Last Day, will be held responsible for my chief 
short-comings &® 

The dim light of churches, the softly playing 
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organ, the chanting voices, have often melted 
my spirit into an attitude of worship—all to be 
dasht with ice-water when a large, whiskered 
Jack-in-the- Pulpit would pop up and deliver a 
homily on “‘ The Futility of the Darwinian Hy- 
pothesis,” or “‘ Immersion the only True Mode 
of Baptism.” 

Twiddle I my thumbs ever so diligently, count 
one thousand backward, or repeat Ben Ezra’s 
prayer—it was no use—my soul was in revolt. 
The Jack-in-the-Box had robbed me of my 
Heaven and separated me from the Divine. 
There was a time when men may have gone to 
church for instruction: it is not so now # We 
have a Public School System, Free Libraries & 
periodicals galore. We do not go to church for 
mental excitation, but for spiritual elevation & 
to be healed of our soul-hurt. And to the end 
that our souls may be cured, I plead that the 
sermon shall be abolisht, and that reliance be 
placed solely on music, poetry, the stately re- 
sponsive ritual, and an increast beauty in the 
House of God. 


¥ 
N THE December PHILISTINE I 
| made mention of the Wawdsworths, 
& stated that among other things, they 
hunted the pungent anise seed bag @ 
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Four hundred Wawdsworths have written me 
correcting that statement, some not o’er kindly. 
They say they do not chase a mere “smell ”"— 
they chase a live fox. 

I am sorry to hear it, but the fact is, I was in 
error in my first statement, and I now make the 
correction, simply because I am requested to: 
The Wawdsworths chase only live foxes. 

® They raise foxes and watch them grow from 
little fluffy white & yellow-red cubs, until they 
are old enuf to fear a dog and run for life. 
Then the Wawdsworths take one of the foxes 
in a box and carry it off and turn it loose in the 
green fields. The little fox thinks it is glorious 
to be free and romp and play and roll on the 
gtass and run thru the woods. 

But hark! what was that ? 

The bay of a hound! 

The frightened animal starts and runs. 

The baying grows louder! 

It comes nearer, nearer! 

@ The little animal looks back! 

Forty sunsovbyches and forty Wawdsworths 
(in partnership) are after him—one little fox ® 
Poor little fox ! The Wawdsworths are hot upon 
your trail. They reared you but for this—to kill 
you. Run as you will, & hide as best you may, 
you stand no chance ® Your breath will soon 
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grow short. Even now your tongue hangs parcht 
from your mouth. Your eyes are bloodshot. The 
hounds are upon you! They tear your skin and 
strip your pretty hide in strings and reveal 
your quivering bleeding, pulsing flesh. 

A Wawdsworth seizes you by the tail, that tail 
of which you were once so proud, and batters 
your head against a stone wall. 

» That pretty tail he will give toa fair young 
girl, and she will be glad and smile upon the 
Wawdsworth who battered the brains out of 
the pretty fox. 





One Wawdsworth writes me that he hunts only 
live foxes, & moreover, shoots only live pigeons. 
@ I make the statement as he wishes it. 
The Wawdsworths raise birds for the fun of 
shooting them. 

They like to see the pure white feathers all 
splasht with crimson blood, and the wings that 
once spurned the happy air, broken into splint- 
ered, useless bone by the lead from their shot- 
guns 

They watch the birds coo on the ridge-boards 
and make love and tell each other of two pink- 
white eggs hidden away under the eaves. 

% The Wawdsworths watch all this, and say, 
“We'll get you in a net and carry you off and 
81 





rHE PHIL 
ISTINE 











shoot you, just for fun—to make the ladies laff.”’ 





The foxes have holes and the birds of the air 
have nests; but what ’s the use when the 
Wawdsworths know where they are! -® The 
Wawdsworths have packs of hounds, fleet 
horses, and breech-loading shot-guns, & Life to 
them is a thing for jest, and foxes have no rights 
that they respect, & birds are things God made 
for Wawdsworthi to kill in wanton sport. 
{ make the correction only because the Wawds- 
worths request it: The Wawdsworths chase 
live foxes and shoot only live birds. 
> 

IN QUINCY, Mass., lives one Monsieur 

De Junk, innate Collector of Trifles 

| light as air. In fact he is Collector of 

= / the Port. For the most part the Col- 

lector holds truth lightly, but I have reason to 
believe that this tale he told me is strictly true, 
so here is the tale: 
In Quincy resides a young sculptor by the name 
of Jerome Connor. One fine day there strayed 
into Connor’s work-room, on his way to school, 
a lank, freckled youth, aged, say fourteen. 
The next morning the boy was there again, 
watching with open eyes and mouth the skillful 
sculptor at his work. To see a face and form re- 
82 


























veal itself from the lifeless clay fascinated the 
boy. ‘* Say, Mister, may I try that to-night after 
school ?”’ askt the boy. 

Connor smiled and said, ‘‘ Yes.” 

So the boy came after school and tried it. And 
when he tried it again the next morning he for- 
got when school time came. In fact he forgot 
three days in succession. On the fourth morn- 
ing a rap was heard at the door : a proud, pomp- 
ous, Official rat-a-tat-tat. It was a rap like the 
rap of a bailiff: a rap like the knocking at the 
gate in Macbeth. Connor seeing the frightened 
look on the face of his pupil suspected danger, 
and pusht the lad into a clothes-press. Then 
he called, ‘‘ Come in!” 

And in there stalked an Honest Grocer, the 
father of the lad, accompanied by the truant 
officer of the school. 

They demanded the boy. 

Connor having associated long with Monsieur 
De Junk, promptly declared he knew nothing 
about the boy <=<e 

The father insisted that the lad had told of 
monkeying in the mud, and had been cautioned 
to quit it, and now he was not at school. Where 
was he? 

Connor said he did not know and told them to 
go on, take a walk, get a move on—it was his 
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busy day ! They threatened to search the place. 
Connor told them to search and be damned. 
“Oho ! what’s this ?”” demanded the grocer as 
he leaned over a batch of wet clay. It was the 
face of a woman. “ By jings—it’s the face of 
the boy’s mother!” said the fond parent. “‘ Now 
I know the kid is here, for no one but him around 
here knows how my wife looks!” 

Then they searcht the place, and on opening 
the clothes-press dragged out the shame-faced 
boy. They cuft his ears a few times (for luck) 
and led him in triumf away. 

Connor went back to his work. 

owe) WILL admit that in many ways my 
daily life and conversation have been 
faulty, but I protest that in writing I 
never followed the example of Mr. 
William Dean Howells and said, “ He first saw 
the light” * * * * when I simply meant the 
man was born. 


y 
} 





? 
E number of people who admire 
Walt Whitman’s work is increasing, 
but there is only one person in the 
round world who is possest of an ar- 
dent desire to write just like him. That person 
is Horace L. Trauble of Camden, “ Spiritual 
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son of Walt Whitman.” @& It is quite probable 
that when Walt Whitman wrote he had more 
or less of an idea as to what he was getting at: 
but no one pretends that Horace Trauble does 
—not even Horace himself. And now Emily P. 
St. John writes me that she has no wish to 
write like Whitman, but she is working hard 
with a view to acquire the style of Trauble. As 
a taste of her quality she sends me the following: 


A WISP OF HAY. 
I 


Ye houses all over the earth, ye grocery stores, 
ye teepees, 

Listen to my saltatory swan-song. 

I, an inhabitant of the earth have seen and 
pondered all these things. 


II 
The ragged flannel blanket hangs out on the 
line “ 
And flaps in the Minnesota breeze. 
The pug-nosed small boy runs after the dray 
And tumbles down just as he reaches it. 
The Ruf Rider sits on the fence & discourses 
of Santiago. 
While far away in Boston, Massachusetts, 
Barrett Wendell is eating his breakfast of baked 
beans with vinegar on them. 
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If he should turn the mikroskope on that vinegar 

He would be surprised, 

But he is blissfully ignorant. 

He is an American ! 

And he does n’t care a red 

If he only gets his breakfast. 

Ill 

O Bridget, dusting the parlor, 

You have left great streaks of dust on the table 
in the corner. 

O Bridget’s mistress, why do you tell the dress- 
maker 

That she must make your sleeves tighter ? 

They are tight enuf already ! 

O clock, ticking in the Pope’s reception room! 

Jake Davis in East Aurora does not hear you: 

He is putting on his overshoes and intends to 
go to the barber’s. 


IV 
Uncle Billy of Moorhead is sick. 
He never read a line of Whitman in his life, & 
he is about te die. 
Poor Uncle Billy! 
Two Esquimos stick their frowsy heads out of 
their huts & look at their thermometers. 
O Esquimo! You may not be aware of the fact 
But you are Life in its essence! 
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You are the World! You are 1! You are Amer- 
icans! 
You are What not? and so forth! 


Vv 


“Yawp! Yawp!”’ howls the neighbor’s puppy 

On an average of thirty-nine times a minute 
for at least two minutes and three- 
quarters, 

And then stops and rests him. 

Jane sees another dog drinking out of a tub, & 
gives him a rap with a broom: stick. 

By the way, that last thought of mine is a great 
thought! 

How it inspires me to think that she hit him a 
tap with her broom-stick! 

I feel like a god, enraptured with frenzy 

Every time that I think how she hit him a rap 
with her broom-stick ! 


VI 


Our cow has a new little brindled calf, 

And a weasel has stolen one of the chickens. 

It is the same in the barn & the apartment hotel. 

The wide world ’round everybody is mourning 
for what he has lost or rejoicing over 
new possessions. 
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Hans Olsen is receipting a bill of sixty-three 
cents. 

He writes with a stub pen and makes long 
tails to his letters. 

Then he puts the pen in his mouth and folds 
the bill thru the centre. 

His moustache is curled on one side but it is 
not curled on the other. 

Meanwhile the world has revolved several 
thousand miles around the sun, 

Besides the distance it has rotated on its axis. 


Vill 
I am as good as you are! 
And I challenge you to prove the contrary. 


Ix 
O camel in the street of Cairo! O hump on that 
camel! 
O death! O batter-cakes ! O china dolls! 
O man with the dirty collar! 
O soothing syrup! O green beetles! 
O eye-tooth! O second molar! O third molar! 
O Ivory soap! O Pear’s soap! 
O Truth! O Justice! 
O hole in my neighbor’s stocking ! 
O wag of a lamb’s tail! 
0!0!0! 
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O something! O anything! O nothing! 
I am one of you, and I am as big a fool as the 
next one. 


x 
Come, Shakespeare & Hubbard, can you write 
any better than I can? 
Ifthe author of this democratic chant, swear 
by all the gods that I think it is a good 
one. oa 


O MAN can express himself at his best 
| upon a subject in which he is vitally 
| interested. Hence arose the maxim, 
: “The man who pleads his own case 
has a fool for a client.” To speak well, or write 
well, you must be to a degree disinterested. I 
never made but one really eloquent speech in 
my life, and it was upon a subject for which I 
had no special preference, and before an audi- 
ence for whom I had little respect @ Having 
nothing at stake I was absolutely at my ease 
' & in full possession of my armament. Women 
wept and strong men shook with emotion, and 
t all East Aurora township swore 't was the ef- 
fort of my life @ 
Fol de rol de diddle de dol! 
Great preachers, like great lawyers, are sincere, 
but not too sincere. Neither Moody, Sam Jones 
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nor DeWitt Talmage are really troubled about 
your soul’s salvation; and Joseph Parker, the 
world’s greatest preacher, never makes the mis- 
take of taking himself too seriously. At the last 
nothing really matters. The Planet is not to be 
thrown out of its orbit by any combination of 
pismires, and no matter what Rahway or Chi- 
cago does or thinks, the Universe is safe @ I 
therefore take the liberty of repeating my former 
observation, Fol de rol de diddle de dol! 

Lobscouse and plum duff—who cares a dam! 


* 

O RISE in the world, in spite of popu- 
lar illusions, is by no means an un- 
mixt blessing. The young proletarian, 
playing happily in his native gutter, 

scarcely realizes this. So soon as he begins to 

think at all about himself, his teachers begin 
the evil lesson of ambition ; he lifts his eyes to 
the distant peaks, and the sun is bright upon 
them and they seem very fair. The garrulous 

Smiles comes his way with stories of men 

who have “ got on ”’—without a word of warn- 

ing against the sorrows of success # No one 
warns him of the penalties. Every one speaks 
of climbing as tho it were bliss unspeakable. 

And so the youngster, finding his limbs are 
stout & the strength is in him, starts confident- 
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ly enuf, by the way of book or barter, as his 
tastes incline. Let the epic Smiles tell of the 
career of those who win. Let no one tell of those 
who fall, who drop by the way with bodies en- 
feebled by overstudy, underfed; or who are 
lost amidst the fogs of commercial immor- 
ality. Our concern is with those who win, to 
whom a day comes when they can see their 
schoolmates far below them, still paddling hap- 
pily in the gutter ; can look down on venerable 
heads to which they once lookt up, and turning 
the other way, behold the Promised Land. One 
might think it would be all exultation, this Ne- 
bo incident, the happiest of all possible posi- 
tions in the sad life of man @ It may be, even, 
that the man from below tells himself as much. 
His means for horse exercise came when his 
nerve for it had gone. The wine of life does not 
wait. After all, the man he has ousted had drunk 
the best of the cup ; for the conkeror, the dregs. 
That is the disillusionment of the successful 
proletarian. Better a little farm, a life of old- 
fashioned work, love, and a tumult of children, 
than this Dead Sea fruit of success. It is fun 
to struggle, but tragedy to win @ “‘ Success is 
hideous,” says Victor Hugo. Happy is the poor 
man who clutches that prize in the grip of 
death and never sees it crumble in his hand. 
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NEW JERSEY member writes to the 
| “ L.A.W. Bulletin ” to say that “ dur- 
ing a recent tour in the South he at- 
' tended church in his bicycle clothes, 
and felt that altho he was given a seat it was 
not with that pleasant alacrity on the part of 
the usher that should have been apparent.” The 
editor of the “ Bulletin” says he is “sorry this 
should have happened,” that the New Jersey 
member was a “gentleman, and wore clothes 
similar to the apparel of G. Washington when 
he was president of the United States,” and so 
on and so forth. Now, I am a member of the 
L.A.W. myself, but I hope I am fairly free from 
prejudice as well as gall & guile, and when we 
think this matter over carefully, of course we 
all know, and must admit, that G. Washington 
never went around the Capital with his shirt 
outside his pants and a striped rag hanging to 
the back of his neck. Still, if any of the wild 
men who tour on wheels wish to attend Divine 
service, they surely ought to be allowed to do 
so. That the tourist above mentioned was al- 
lowed to remain in church ought to be sufficient; 
he ought not to demand any special alacrity on 
the part of the Usher, neither should he expect 
the minister to meet him at the door & inquire 
after his wheel and feel of his tire, or mention 
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from the pulpit that we have with us to-day the 
well known Wheeler, etc. 

Most wheelmen have cheek enuf so they can 
manage to worry along without any such effu- 
sive welcome, and while they continue to wear 
the outlandish garb that the most of them do, 
toleration is all they have any right to ask or 
expect. 


+ 

N THE archives of a Bookish Club of 

Choice Spirits at Oswego, N. Y., is a 
' carefully bound volume of letters writ- 
ten by Alexander Hamilton to his @ 
friend , Judge Lawrence. I recently had the felic- 
ity of mousing over this correspondence ; and 
for the benefit of Filistia copied four of the let- 
ters in full. They reveal the fact that to strike 
the rock of the national resources and make it 
gush a freshet, is not nearly so difficult a feat 
as to raise the wind for your grocer. We have 
no letters written by Shakespeare, but there is 
in existence one solitary letter addrest to him, 
wherein the gentleman touches the author of 
Hamlet for a loan of thirty pun @# Whether he 
was accommodated or not, and if so, did he pay 
it back, are questions that have shaken Wom- 
en’s Clubs to their very centers. But this we 
know, that in spite of the fact of Shakespeare’s 
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being only a dam’d literary cuss, he yet had 
money in the bank, and once sued a man for 
malt. When you are inclined to rail at the Im- 
pecunious Poet, think on these things and read 
these letters written by the man Fiske calls 
“the ablest Financier America has ever known.” 


DEAR LAWRENCE :— 
Be so good as to send me per bearer, if 


you can, twenty dollars. 
A. Hamilton. 


DEAR LAWRENCE :— 
Can you let me have ten dollars till the 
bank opens, to answer a little demand which is 


urgent ? 
A. Hamilton. 


DEAR SIR :— 
I will thank you to put your name on the 
enclosed, and return per bearer. 
A. Hamilton. 
DEAR SIR :— 
I have perused the bill and find it right. 
I wish I could see you this afternoon, with 
Woodward’s bill. The weather is too lowering 
to venture out. Bring with you a blank check. 
A. Hamilton. 
* 


‘S| MMA CARLETON writes me that 
| every girl has a special interest in a 
| | man with long hair. She is in hopes 
Seumee®) she can persuade him to get it cut. 
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7 Tr IS a humiliating fact that great men 
| are not capable of transmitting their 
| genius to their sons @ In fact, genius 
Se never comes from the male parent. On 
the contrary, all the meaner traits of karacter 
seem to be supplied to their sons by great men, 
while the karacteristics that have made the 
father famous are entirely wanting. 

@ Truth, honor, courage, are less frequently 
transmitted from father to son than the baser 
passions. Fysikally the same thing is seen. 
Men of splendid fyseek, form & stature rarely 
beget sons of equal perfection @ A man will 
often transmit a disease or a tendency to 
it, but not a well developt muscular system. 
@ Man is a lonely creature. He stands by 
himself, independent even of the parents who 
begot him. Even they do not know him. There 
are recesses in the nature of every person into 
which no eye ever penetrates. There are traits 
in his karacter no glimpse of which is ever ob- 
wee +"? 

Paternity is an insignificant office, after all— 
really not worth boasting of. 

It was a bad blunder of the Ancients to account 
for genius by saying the man’s father was a 
god, when the real facts are that the great man 
is under obligations to his mother for his men- 
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tal and spiritual heritage. The Roman Catholic 
has a scientific basis for what you call “‘ Mari- 
olatry.”” Assuming the divinity of the son, it 
will never do to dispute the divinity of the 
woman who bore him. 


OU will not mind my making a little 
| criticism on your writing?” said a 







| certain young man to me a short time 
| ago 

“Oh, no,” I answered, “I will be grateful to 
you!” 

“Well, you are a clever writer, but you offend 
many by your abruptness and use of words & 
expressions that are not nice. Then you are too 
exuberant in treatment—you should read Wal- 
ter Pater and Ruskin and form your style more 
after them.” 

I stammered something about every writer be- 
ing obliged to be himself & do the best he can, 
and then bethought me: “ Why, if I should 
tone down I then would write just like you!” 
“* Well—ah, yes—possibly,” was the reply. 

He gets fifteen a week, and holds his place only 
thru the whim or favor of that Monster known 
as the Managing Editor. 





Adv The Roycrofters are always glad to send 
their wares to the Faithful ‘‘on suspicion.”’ 
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7G, HE following is a list of Roycroft 
~’ Books unsold: only a few copies 
of each being left %& %& %& H&M GU 


1—SONNETS FROM THE 
PORTUGUESE $5.00 
2—THE RUBAIYAT OF 
OMAR KHAYYAM $5.00 
Specially hand illumined. 
3—THE DIPSY CHANTY _ $2.50 
Hand illumined. 
4—LITTLE JOURNEYS TO 
HOMES OF FAMOUS 
WOMEN $10.00 
De luxe edition. 
5—CONFESSIONS OF AN 
OPIUM EATER $2.00 
6—IN MEMORIAM $2.00 
By Alfred Tennyson. 





The Roycrofters are very glad to send their 
wares to the Elect on inspection. A postal 
card will do it. Address : 
THE ROYCROFTERS, 
East Aurora, 
N. Y. 














BACK NUMBERS 
OF THE PHILISTINE: 


ONE VOLUME IN A BOOK: 
VOLUME |, SOARCE, $2.00 


VOLUME Il, 2.00 
VOLUME Ili, “ 2.00 
VOLUME IV, 1.00 
VOLUME V, 1.00 
VOLUME VI, 1.00 
VOLUME Vil, 1.00 


f . fra, 5 >. Onreceipt of Ten 
Dery Special “Dollars to pay for 
a Life Membership in the American Academy 
of Immortals, we record the new member’s 
name on the Great Roster (in colors) and send 
gratis, express prepaid, the seven bound vol- 
umes of the Philistine named above. We also 
send the member one of each bound volume as 
they come out and a copy of the Magazine as 
issued Every Little While, for ninety-nine 
years—but no longer @ Address, 


The Bursar of The Philistines, 
East Aurora, N. Y. 


Later $ Avvery sudden and unexpected 
dash to get in before St. Peter 


closes the gate, has cleaned us out of VOL. 
NO. ONE, with several applicants over, yam- 
mering at the bars. We, however, still have a 
few of the other Volumes left. [No number of 
the Philistine will be re-printed.] 

















EXTRACT FROM A LETTER: 
Yes, I shall enliven the pages of DEN’S 
FARMER’S ALMANAC AND FAMILY 
GUIDE for 1900 with a few new side-splitting 
whitticisms, gleaned during my recent visit to 
Egypt. 


Yours Truly, 


DEN. 











Health 
by 
Right Living 








The Jackson Sanatorium 


AT DANSVILLE, 
Livingston Co., 
New York, 


was established in 1858 on the above motto. Its 
success in restoring to health the people who 
sought its advantages, and in teaching them how 
to live so as to always keep in good health, has 


been phenomenal. 


Do not fail to send for the literature of the 
Sanatorium, which gives illustrations of its 
beautiful situation, and fire-proof building, and 
also every information as to terms & methods of 


treatment I 


Discard the use of Drugs and get well by ABOL- 
ISHING the CAUSE of YOURILL HEALTH. 


Address, J. ARTHUR JACKSON, M. D., 
Box 1880. 
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Should be in the hands of every 
& conomics clergyman in the United States,— 
eb VES Eve The American Fabian. 








ant J It is the clearest and most power- 
a! ful presentation of socialistic truths 
Yinwte I have ever seen in print.—George 
v prist Howard Gibson. 
a ae. 


THE AMERICAN FABIAN, 104 Elm St., N. Y. 


Price 5c., 6 copies for 25c. 





London Weekly Circular of Rare Books, issued 
every Saturday. Sent gratis by 


H. W. HAGEMANN, t60 sth Ave., New York. 


TH E aalaesaaaiaeeatinaa cc ion, 
BOOK LOVER 


A large, handsome, unique maga- 
zine for all lovers of books. Send 
for prospectus. 








THE BOOK LOVER, 
1293 W. Market St., - San Francisco, Cal. 















‘HE Marve. 
(Registered. ) 


A MODEL GLOVE! 





Distinguished for the fineness of 
Skins, Satisfactory Fit and Artistic 
Finish. 


Sold only by 


B. Altman & Go. 


New York. 








Heart of the 
Continent 


Those were far sighted men, and 
| believers in the expansion of Am- 
erican trade and commerce, who, 
more than sixty years ago, began 
the building of the NEW YORK 
CENTRAL. The wisdom of their 
judgment has been confirmed, & 
the central location, the frequency 
and speed of its trains, the luxu- 
rious character of its service, have 
made for it the proud title of . .. 


“America’s Greatest 
Railroad ”’ 
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MERICAN ACADEMY OF & 
IMMORTALS, otherwise the 
Society of the Philistines. An 

association of Book Lovers & Folks 
who Write, Paint and Dream & Or- 
ganized to further Good-Fellowship 
among men and women who believe 
in allowing the widest liberty to Indi- 
viduality in Thought and Expression. 


Article xii. Sec. 2.—The annual dues shall be 
one dollar. This shall entitle the member to all 
documents issued by the Society, together with 
one copy of the incomparable Philistine Maga- 
zine, monthly, for one year. 


Article xii. Sec. 7.—A Life Membership in the 
Society of the Philistines is Ten Dollars. This 
entitles the member to every number of the 
Philistine Magazine, with bound volumes is- 
sued, and that shall be issued, for ninety-nine 
years. 


Article xix. Sec. 4.—The duties of each mem- 
ber shall consist in living up to his highest Ideal 
(as nearly as possible) and attending the An- 
nual Dinner (if convenient). 























